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I Shoold bardly have given the 

_ 7 Reader the Trouble of a Preface, 
VLvLere it not to pay my Acknow- 
ie t to the kind Performers, 
who, notwithſtanding the Hazard of being 
diſcountenanc d, are yet ſo good - natur d 
once more to venture in this Dangerous 
Road, purely with the friendly Deſire of 
aſſiſting my Intereſt. 

We all join'd in this Belief, That I was 
below the Notice of the Criticks, and 
therefore hop'd 1 might eſcape their Cen- 
ſure. I own, Poetry is a ching I little un- 
derſtand; yet ſhould I meet a better Fate 

than poſſibly I may deſerve, 1 ſhall grate- 

fully acknowledge my ſelf oblig'd ro the 
a generous 


A 
* 


PER EAG þ 


generous Town for their Indulgence, bu 
1 9 1 my ſelf⸗ any M Meir 

This Attempt being begu er che | 
1 of the Sache Beggars Opera 
0 mention which gives me * Confu- 
ion, while I am ſpeaking of my own weak 


| Endeavours) the Reader may . find 
e of in other F; 


ſome few Tunes ſince made u 
Entertainments of this Kind. F muſt de- B. 
clare the Songs thereto 'were made before 
Lever ſaw any ſuch Performances and 
had Leiſure permitted me, I had alter dem 
-— Such as it is, I throw it on the — 5 
: of i its Auditors. e 
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— Spoken by Mr. CI BB E R jun. 

* O UR humble Bard (well be deſerves that Name, 
d © Who from the Muſe no borrow'd Aid can claim ;) 
x Seeing your modern Opera's ſpring ſo thick, 


Thought Sing-ſong eaſie as 4 Juggler's Trick. 
2- © Building on This, and conſcious of no Skill, 

He gives You his Aſſay, of pure good Will. 

Since he pleads guilty, wink at one Offence : 

Mercy has. oft reclaim d to ſober Senſe. 
| He likes the Trade ſo ill, as 4 Beginner, | 
Hie ſwears, be ne er ſhall grow a harden'd Sinner : 

Unleſs —— Heav'n help bim —— Wit ſhould turn bis 
Brain | 
 &Then—— look for Hurlothrumbo's ence again; 

Then look — to ſee him ride the Moon, — and dance, — 
„And fiddle to bis own Extravagance. 
_ FTbo,, ſhould That happen, he might plead ſome 


6 Merit; | 
What once was Madneſs, now is Wit and Spirit. 
But, yet, poor Soul / he claims not that proud Bays, 
Lou ' underſtand him, — tho” you ſbould not praiſe. 
” For Thoſe whoſe doubtful Fate it is to be 3% 
The Organs of his chaunted Poetry, 
Tho' Him you cenſure, think, They barely do 
Nor more, nor leſs, than what He promprs em to. 
; Then, Faith, be kind; ou ve bad your Treat of Wit; 
And He would needs throw in his gratis Bir. 
Like a frank Hoſt, that, when the Reck'ning's o'er, 
Brings up his Flask, adds Nothing to your Score. 
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jan ce Dalton, 
Edgar. 
Mr. N. ody, } 
Monſieur Varole, 
Aminadab Prim, 
dire Chapole, 
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SCENE I. 4 Hal 
Dalton peruſing Papers 3 Lucy obſerving at diftance; 
DAI Tro. 


2 URE now theſe Daughters of mine can 
Fer have no Pretence to charge me with Se- 
8 verity; I have with the utmoſt Care and 
try). Diligence provided Husbands for em both. 
L. If they do but like the Proviſion 
you have made, twill be very well. Aide. 
Dal. Their deceaſed Uncle has (out of my Power, 
fooliſh Man for ſo doing) given each of them a ſeparate 
Fortune of Ten thouſand Pounds the Intereſt of 
which I have taken care to account for in the Articles 
of Education, Neceſſaries, and ſo forth. 
Lacy. I don't queſtion it. [ Aide. 
Dal. Now what remains to be done is to make as 
ſure of ſome of the Principal, if I can — but that they 
will Command when of Age, or, what's worſe, on 
the day of Marriage, which Misfortune I muft guard 
22 what a Plague it is to a Man to have 
e 


* 
- & 


Cate of two Buxom Girls paſt their Teens! 
| = AIR 


8 . 
2 TheLaynn's Opera. 


An 1, Digg fury and proud 


- Our Chilaren for Bleſſings were meant, yt 
Net ſeldom 4 Bleſſing they prove; 
They. poiſon a Parent's Content. 
With Plagues in their obſlinate Love. 
4 oy. they whimper and cry, Nail 
ieize ws all D their Noiſe 
5 their. N ey 6 * deftroy, þ 
And, fighing for Man, kill our Jays. 


Theſe Gentlemen are, for my Authority, Intereſt, 
and Approbation. in the Affair, to give me each two 
thouſand Pound, and this they have öblig'd themſelves 
under. Hand and Seal to perform. 


Tags k Have they-ſo.? 


How now — what Bufineſs have you 


here? 
Lucy. What Buſineſs have I any where elſe? Am I 
nat ſerving my Miſtreſſes? doing my Duty ? while you 
15 plbtrit g to ſacrgfi fice 'em your on rapacious 
varice. * 
bis Wench ha 8 me, and I cou'd 
find in m Heart bd , murder the Jade. 

y you fo } bur Pll rake — firſt to blow 
up Your Schowe, | 15 89 immediately, and give lufor- 
. ev'ry Particuhr to— 

95 . 1 1 had better Cloſe with her —— Huſly, come 
| it 
| Tuch. I won 1 W | 
; a}. Come hither, J fay. 

Lig I won't, I ſay. 
| L wou'd talk w th thee —— Thou art the Cabi- 
| 935 0 aden my Daughters Secrets, and I base a Deſire 
to truſt thee Iz it pofſib)e, any way in the World 
to 2 thee my Friend? 
- 


Pal, "Suppoſe I ſhou'd rake it aeg he? 


to 
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Lacy. Humb ! what's he about? —— You can't. 

Dal. Why not ? 

Lacy. You bave not n enough. 0 
Dal. Try me. 

Lucy, Shall 17 

Dat. Do——FIl give thee in the firſt Place a—— 
a Guinea. 

Lucy. Pugh —— one young Laver of my Ladics 
wou'd have racks me 2 ten 5 — 
$: al. Bur — hen my arc 
= of — ha! I have no more Children, and may 
. ( 
5 4 ma perha to warm 
4 Bed be * Houſ- — ——you underſtand me. 

1 Lucy. Yes I do, but I won't. | 


AIR II. Red Houle: 


Youth and Age will never 

Welt together, 

But wad; ſtormy Weather | 
Paſs the long and tedious Day. a 
Ago with Clonds will cover, | 
Damp, and kill the Lover 3 Wi 
"Tis the Touthful Rover 4 
— = 22 ſi "ly ſining Ray. | 


re Ld Tra, and War 

er more than Peace ar. 

3 
They're Lead and Gold, 

They're Debtors 1hat have nought to pay. 


Dal. What is it I can do to pleaſe thee ? 


Lacy. Why ——if as a Speeimen of what you dare 
do, you wou'd ive me ten Pieces. 
Dal. Ten! Ten! 


Le. Ay Ten: 


2 The\Love xs Opera. 
Dat. Why thou art A Jeu. — but Lucy, tell me 


Lucy. No, the Fee firſt, or not a tittle of Advice. 
Dal. Give —— Ge 11— Pl- — 


Lucy. Come, give me five. 
Bal. Poh five? 


Lucy. Burt what am I doing? I am going to bay | 


two innocent young Ladies to — 
Dal. Thy own Intereſt, think of that — Come, T 
will give — five. 


Lucy. Let me confider — Suppoſe I ſhou'd rake the 4 


Money, and deceive the old Knave himſelf. [LAlde. 
Dal. Ay, do, conſider or't. | 
Lucy. I am not the firſt Advocate who has taken 
Fees on both Sides. 1 
Dal. No, no, nor won't be the laſt. 
Lucy. Well Sir, name your Conditions. 
Dal. You are, in the 8 


Lucy. Well! 


rſt Place, to diſcover to me 
the Amours, rie, &c. of your young Miſtreſſes. 


Dal. If any Letten are put into your Hands by 


them, or for em, you are to ane; em to me. 


Lucy. Well, well! 
Dal. And this you promiſe 


Lucy. Upon Condition. 


Dal. Ay, upon Condigen you have five Guineas— > 


there they are. 


Lacy. This Money is—in ſhort, what is it not? 1 
it's Wiſdom, Honour, all! but Honeſty, This is the 
Lovers Darts and Flames, J 


The Roſy Check, the Brilliant Eyes, 
The panting Heart, and heaving Sighs, 


AIR III. Mad Robin. 


This gives Females Wit and Charms, 
The, Force of this will Virtue prove, 
This will fill old Bromia's Arms, 
With this She buys ber Love. 
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'Tis Gold will gain the Knave a Place, 
Tho' Merit pleads in vain: 

"Twill wine away the worſt Diſgrace, 
And ſoften Love's Diſdain. 


Dal. But tell me, Child, doſt think che Inclingtions 
of both theſe Girls are faxt ? 


Lucy. | am afraid fo. 
Dal. On whom ? 
Lucy. Why Clara loves Mr. Edgar, that's certain. 
Dal. And he her ? 
Lucy, Yes. 
Dal. And Flora loves —— | 
Lacy. Young Moody but it ſeems there's a De- 
mur on his Side—— he's lately more inclin'd to Clara 
too. 
Dal. What, are Edgar and he Rivals? 
Lucy. I — ſo, for Flora is in Tears about it. 
Dal. I am glad on't — but can't we contrive to ſet 
'em a aghting ? | 
= Ay! but fuppoſe one of em ſhou'd be run 
thro | 
Dal. Why then t'other wou'd be hang'd, and fo 
we're rid of 'em both. | 
Lucy. A good Conſcience, by my troth — But 
pray Sir, who are theſe Lovers you have provided 


| for 1 Ladies, that I may be able to ſerve 


them, you, when Occaſion offers? 

Dal. Tl tell thee — one of em is my good 
Friend and Fellow-Citizen, Mr. Aminidab Prim. 

Lucy. What, the Quaker? 

Dal. He's rich. 

Lucy. Is he not too old? 

Dal. He's rich, very rich. 

Lucy. Well, him you deſign for 

Dal. Flora, or either of em the next is Captain 
Clotpole. ond | 


Lu. Ab Lord! why he's a Fool. | 
B 3 Dal. 


have a mind to ſpoil their Aſſiguntion, there you 
em — Tho I hope b he's gone by this time. "WOO 


"The L ov 2 xs Optra. 
Dal. Rich, rich, very rich, and he talks of Clara. 
Lucy. Or either of em. 

Dal. Ay, ay, ay but in caſe one of theſe ſhou'd 
not pleaſe, 1 have provided one fine Gentleman,  þ 

Lucy. Ay! who b he? 

E 
cy. O my Stars e is et and. — 
2 A — that you'll confels. 2 
0 And rich, I CEL ES 45 
t] and conſents to give me Two thou- 3 
fand Pounds to make the Match. 

Lucy. Ay, ay, that Conſideration outweighs all the 
reſt — beſides, I don't fee but all Men are alike, if 
-when-once they commence Husbands— not one in 
ten proves worth half the Trouble we give our 
ſelyes about 'em. 

Dal. I fancy 'tis much the fame with your Sex. 4 

OI Ay, much the n much the ſame indeed. 
+71 


n AS Be . Midben quoth Hodge. 


22 ms are fond when firſt they are wed, 
Meir Paſſions decline as oft as they meet. 
Before a full Month their Love is all fled, A 
WALL P een and cold Looks euch other they greet. 
| They're both the ſame : 
24407 410» Love's but a Name. 
Dal Then Women Experiments e ſlo 'd try ©. 
"2 __ They fawn and 2: oble, | 
. They figh and they tremble, 

Their Hearts ever giving their Yongue th e Lye. 


Lucy. And now, Sir, to ſhew yo how much I am 

ours, you muſt know Clare and Ecgar are got toge- 

4 in the Garden, by het Appointment If yo = 
wil fin 


8 | Dal 


— — 


ud if 


9 . — * "= 


— 


TS tereſt — my young 


3 
= - 
2 


& Life, 
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Dal. I'll do't; mean while 2 be dili 
Lor). And ſecret, you oy £ epend nd on'r. Zeit Da] 
c 


cannot find one Scruple o ience in over-reach- 
ing this old Curmudgeon beſides, I find it my In- 
overs are tog generous not to re- 
ward me, if 1 , and that Reward d may help me 
to a Husband —— for few Men, now-a-days, care to 
take a Woman with nothing: 


AIR V. Buff-Coit. 
Poor Marriage „ — 


Like Places of St 
Without Mmiey will And 4 to Evox 


Is there — - wh 1 
& If no ; they r, 

We Devil 7% os 1 
If yo 4 g 


For better for worſe - 9 
The Men = all frive to take you. 


But of that if you foih 


Ton never prevail, 
Fur the Wretches will all Ht ike 71. 


1 


* 


2 7 — 2 f YE * wk - . 45> ' Gag Ag 1 . .F# 1 


$CENE i 10. 


| | BY Clara. 


Clar. How un juſt it if i Pars to be ever indulg- 
ing their own Paflistis and De * never once 
conſult their Chiſdrem 1 no, not in 


that on ioular ſt em had, 
ſerable — n * malt make te . mult laſt 72 , 


Rad af * 


8 4 4 1 


* | 5 1 L 0632 -. 


A T K vl. ben tbe Kine bd g's THY 
e 
3 if we fiel a tender Po 
Parents cry we're much to blame. 
Loving now is aut of Fabian, ++ 
ume is their only N 
 Hreitched Creatures, 
*Tis their Natures:  , 
ben with Age the Blood runs cold 
N Louy's cail'd Fah, Ws 
Melancholy b 0. 
Al their Longings are for Gold. 
Alt their, &c. 


What ſhould make Ee ar "ſay ſo long 1 bope my 
hated Lover Moody has not met with him no, 
he's here. 4 


1 e 9 7 7 — 2 


2) Enter Edgar. | 
Cl, My Lore! N Ad lat Ys 
Ea. My Clara! © y 


AIR VII. When $91 did eaſt no Light. 


a Why Weeps my lovely Fair ? 
a O ceaſe this Sorrow .. ; 
Ny hence, Intraling Care 
Some Comfort borrow. 

O fill this troublea 1 * 
u bear thy Anguiſb. 
| Toe will reſtore our Re 

No more we'll languiſh. 


. | "Pp 
be Thy Butber's Temper yer may change, ud we be 
„ > Happy: © 


: 
- " * © 8 — 
4 l 
F# Clar. 
, ” 
A * 6 ; 


„ 


y i but let what wil come, be 3 I' never change 


The L o:v IWS Opera. 9 
Clar. I hope the beſt : But — too fre- 
quenely is the worſt of Flarterers,.. A 


AIR VIII. MI Days have been lo wond'rous free. 


Edg. Tit Hope that fweetens Want and Woe, 
And ſoftens ev'ry Pain; 

The ſhackled Slave can Grief forego, 
Hope ſets bim free again. 

Hope is the Cure of black Deſpair, 
'Tis that forbids to grieve z 

9 bing hope — Fair, 


the beg and be as che as L camp 


Clay. I'll hope 


my Love. 
AIR IX. Deel ile the Wars 


The cheering Sun ſpall ceaſe his — 
If Clans &'e — — 


No ſli 5 7 — . ning, 

. þ her B 
2 A1 Hall ceaſe looming ; 
I J rhe ſing Th Stream no more ſhall flow ; 1 


25 — Birds forget their Pluming, 
Or vernal Roſes ceaſe to blow. 


No Mortal Her ſhall move me ; 
PII ſbun all (but thee)that love me, - 
All Slighting, all Scorning, for thee, my Swain. 
I Tortures Þ will bear 
For thee, my only Dear : 
5 I will be 10 you, 
1nd Clara cn will find # Fey in Pain. 


AIR 


4 mo denne, q 


AIR. X.  Sweer Nwthy tay Hears Dei 


Edg. It's Lyeeve fol. 10 thee, V. 
The Lawyer ſball ſlight bis ben Ds 
"The Courtier Her ſrall's . 
Much 1 n tetejve ; 
The Har i bows Modt 
No Bankrupt ſhall broak 
For kae , Jake 4 
Topers forego they Wa > 
Miſers hate Pence, ' 
4 Fool love 9 0. 
No Pains ſhall move 
Or change my Love; 
Fer ever I will 54 4 ine. 


Euer Dalton and Lucy. 
De! 
AI R xl. Make your Honours, Miſe. 


Dal. Vi fl 700 bs gu Sir ? * lol. 02 Eau: 

Ti ſwinge you anon, Sir; rol; lol 3 Clara. 
Zouns, what's your Buſineſs bert? ol, jol. to Edgar. 4 
| n Dear, tol, * Ch. 


Clar. Dear Sir, be not * but co 8 
Dal. So I will eonfidef — but it | be to 14 
Houſe of this prowling Puppy; I'll have him out 
ur Fold, for fear of then, my hirls Land — þ 3 
Where a are al my Rogues and Whores? 


25 Enter Servant. 
Dal. Seize this Fellow, 


and leave him there; and you 
d 1 into her Chamber, 


+ oF + o F 


bing 0 the Devil, 
* —. your Mi- 

hear, her up. 
* AIR} 


7be Lover's Opera. 11 
ATR XII. Celia, chat 1 once was bleſt. 


Clar. If he leaves me, Joy and Refi 
Will fly for ever from my Breaſt ; 
Greater Torments can't poſſeſs me, 
If thou'rt baniſbh from Eyes 1 
Thou alone canfs only bleſs me 
When thos'rt abJens Clara dier. 


AIR XIII. To you fair Ladies now on Land. 


Eqdg. Thus frighted Salioys view the Skies, 
4 When Winds and Billows roar : 


Cur. With heavi Sighs and watry Eyes, 
AY Around r ok for Shore. 


X Edg. No Hope, alas, of Life they have : 
3. The Wretk becomes a watry Grave, 
= a repent ? They 


] fink, to riſe no mire. [Forc'd off. 

as, 4 | 
- Dal. Away with em — I was exceeding Fortu- 
rar. vate to prevail on this Maid of hers —— She will be 
ra. of vaſt Service to me, in the — 1 of my De- 
ſign.— Who's that ? Mr. Clorpole 


Enter Clotpole. 


Clot. Your Servant, Father - in- Law, that ſhould be, 
mean —— but how it will be brought about, Egad, 
] am at a loſs to imagine I met your Daughter 
here, and ſhe flounc'd from me, as if I had been a 
Hobgoblin — I call'd her my Love, my Dear — 
» No, ſays ſhe, I would ſooner wander thro' the 

World in Miſery and Shame. And I am ſure if ſhe 

does, let her fer out when the will, I muſt follow =_ 


* De LovE x's Opera. 


ſor I have loſt my Reſt and my Stomach for Love of 
Bs and am almoſt out of my Wits already about 


AIR XIV. Bartbolomem Fair. 


This Love is the Deel, the Source of all Il; 
J burn and I freeze together, 
T ſob and I ſigh, I live and I aye, 
Like Waſps half drown'd in bot Weather. 
The Froft of her Charms my Reaſon diſarms, 
. The Fire of her Eyes deflroyz © 
TI hang, or ll drown, or Rattbane gulp down, 
If Clara I cannot enjoy. * 5 36 


Dal. I thought you had more Courage ——you 
that arc a Captain of the Militia, ſhould know bet- 


ter than to give over upon the firſt A: attack ! 
a 


her once more, advance but briskly, and depend on't 
me ſurrenders —— and if ſhe does not, I am Gover- 
nor of the Fort, and will capitulate for her. 

_ Clat. You adviſe well — Yer I can't but fay I am 


ſomewhat doubtful, for ever ſince I ſaw her, my Heart 


does thump, thump, it beats like a Drum unbrac'd. 

£2 ee A proper Simile! but I will not have it fo, I 
tell you. wy | 

Clot. Well then, go on, PI follow you, [ Exit. 


"T7 


_— - Ha Er * 
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SCENE I. A Country Village. 
Enter Moody. 


Mood. How arbitrary. is Love? its Power, how 
abſolute ? My Heart is giv'n to Clara, and while ſhe 
diſdains the Preſent, Flora ſighs for it in vain —— 
would I could love her more, or Clara leſs ! I fear ir 
will not be; the more I ſtrive, the more I'm intangld 
— my Paſſion when oppos'd, like Water thrown 
mag the Wind, returns again with greater Vio- 


AIR XV.. Ye Nymphs and Sylvan Gods. 


| Fer lite CO oY a 
we its Streams oppoſe 
7 F e find to our os i 
Our Reaſon is loſt, 
The Mind with Confuſion grous. 
Sure Love was firft ſent 
1 2 0 break our Content, 
Aud kill our ſpringing Joys. 
How 1 > * 
From Love is free; 
The faireſs She 
Abend ſligbted be, 
Since Love all our Peace deſiroys. 


Ha! my Rival! my hor Blood prompts me to revenge 
the Pain his Love creates me. 


Enter 


18 


1% The, ov, Opera. 


1 Euter Edgar. 
3 7 draw. 0 
ds. Raſh Man, conſider. 

Mood. Draw I Gay, and defend your Life. Clara 
will ſcorn a Coward. CEN. Ns 
Edg. You wrong me in that Imputation: I dare 
your utmoſt, | [ Di/arms him. 
Mao. Diſarm'd ! Shame and Confuſion ! 

Fay. There, take your Life. | 

Moo. "Tis more than I deferye. 2 

"Eds. I know too well the Pain of Love, not to 
forgive the Frenzy it crearcs. . 

Ao. Generous Man! what ſhall Ido? what fay? to 
recompence fuch Virtue ? This Action melts my Soul: 
I am convine'd, my Paſſion is unjuſt: Clara is his of 
right; and why did I berray my former Love? Reafon 
lights me to my Shame: Can iy; forgive, believe, 
and take me to your Friendſhip 

Eag. The Senſe you have of what is paſt, convinces 
me | ought to do fo. 

Moo. I will endeavour to recall my Heart, that I 
may give itto the injur'd Flora, and wrang your Love 
no more. | 

Ed. Come to my Arms, my Friend! 
Moo. My Brother! 


AIR XVI. As the Snow in Valteys tying. 


Friendſhip, when the Mind's abouuding, 
' With our gloomy Cares furraunding, 
Helps ta bear an equal Part. 
Next to „I all our Treaſure, 
Lightens Sorrow, doubles Pleaſure, $24 
Sympaihizing in the Heart. Exeunt. 


SCENE 


The LOV 3 8's Opers u 


TOW =— 4 , of 


| Enter Clara and Flora, 4 


Flo. Dear Siſter, let's not abandon our ſelves thus to 
Grief; I haye an aqual Cauſe to mouru with you. 
Our Father may relent, and that will end your Cares: 
but mine muſt {till continues I love a Mane that ſcarns 
my Paſſion, . n Ren 


AIR XVII Whilſt Fgaz'd en Chr trembling. 


Ah cruel Love, lay by thy Quider, 
Nor. /a aveply gluvge thy Dart 
In vain 1 burn far the Deceiver, 
Whoſe killing. Eyes have pierc d my Heart. 
While F figh for this Ungrateful, | 
„ Cupid, give wy Mins ſor Ea 
Life to me wild ſoon grow. hateful, 


| W ben, I can na longer pleaſe. 


Clar. My Dear, tis poſſible my Contempt of Moody 


may. make him again change his Mind, and purſue his 
faul. Love to you — = Avarice is a Cite 


[that ſtrengthens wich Age, and knows no Cure. | 
Al R XVIII. 'T was within a Furlong, Cc. | 


When ſordid Love of Coin within the Mind is born, | 
It thrives in wintry Age like Glaſtenbury Thorn. 
Other Paſſions fly away, 
Like the Night before the Day. 


"Tis 


e 


© 63 220 


Hive wie wuy to diſappoine fuck fuch fl 
Practices? eo auer — oo 


w 


* FA . in f * Cs 
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. Tis Gold and Gain 


Ba my 23 as Gives Foy. and n 1 * — 8 


' To that they only pray. © 


, This ſhining Earth creates all our 1 8 
_ dmbitters all: our” Sweet, is the Sorrow of our Lie. 


Poor Love muſt ct _— Light ty 
Or elſe be baniſh quit 


For Money, _— only Money 15 the E orld's D 


Flo. For my Part, my Mind i is. {6 involy!d: nies, 
my Meents s loſt: As Plants are cheer'd by the Sun, 
ſo the Heart of a Maid droops or revives by the * 
or. Frowns of che Ferſon ſhe loves. „ 1s 2 


9 o 


4 bu 4 » o " 


AI R XIX. Fair Derinda ſeated was. 


nnen Love a Woman” s Heart has t 
There is no Room for Je, 


1 Our Mind's with trop Fancies tofh, . 4 


Love all our Thought employs. _ 

The Flower, when cherr'd by Phoebus? Roy, 
Will fleuriſh, bloom, and riſes _ 

But when the Night drives out the Days 

it withers, fades and dies. 


Cl. I have ſent Lucy to Mr. Edgar to appoint ano- 
ther Meeting this Evening, when the Eyes of our 
Argus will be clos'd in Sleep: You ſhall be with us, 


. N 3 may de ee. co of for our Relief. 


{Exeunt. 


SCENE 


SAC. 


* 
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| | 
SCENE V. A Room in Edgar's Houſe. 


Enter Edgar and Moody. 


t Ede. How lowly Time advances, when Ex 

—_ Ring to meet him! I have this 

e from my Clara. 

, — | t you, impatient to ſee my Lak and 
$ 1 her Diſtreſs. 


A IR XX. Loves a Dreun of mighty Pefars | 


/ ag. How flow the tedious Moments paſt, 

In ExyeRation of our Joy 

But Time in haſte will ſhake bis Glaſs, 
When bappy Minutes we employ. | 

Too rigid Fate / you deal us Bliſs, 
Swift as rapid Torrents flow; . 

But Care and Anguiſh you diſmiſs 
Like creeping Snails, by moving ſlow. 


our ex- 


Moo. Here comes your Meſſenger of Peace 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. Bleſs me! what do I ſee? Mr. Moody here! 

Moo. Ceaſe your Wonder, and let me ſatisf . 4. 
that Eagar and I are Friends, and that I will no 
injure the charming Flera, but throw my ſelf a her i 

Feet for Pardon. i 

Lacy. You may obtain it, I believe: but you have 1 
both greater Difficulties to encountet. 
LA 


C Egg. 


IIe Lover's Opera. 
Rack! —— What are they? 
| they? why Dragons, Hydras : 
000 Ross of a Father has been providing Hus- 
bands for both my young Miſtreſſes, and to-morrow 
: Me orning they're to be joined in Nad e l 1 

ag. Impoſlible!Clars will never yield to ſuch Injuſtice. 
ien more than you know; Women are 

She has ſeen her new Lover ſince you 

"with her, I can tell you that. 
* Ezes, Why will you torture me? 
Lucy. Sbe is determined not to oppoſe her Father's 


| Will 


Edg. You wrong her. 
Lucy. Well, if I do, I do: but ſhe bids me tell you ſo. 


. Are all her . and Proteſtations come to this? 


72 


A I R XXI. Tell me, tell me, charming Creature, 


Can 2 prove ſo falſe a Creature ? 
Are ber Oatbs and Vows but Wind ? 
Had ſve Charms in ev'ry Feature, 
And for Ruin all defign'd ? 


AIR XXI I. All the World's in Strife and Hurry. 


O cruel Maid, to flight me 

L tear thee from my Breaſt. 

No more thy Charms delight me, 
But rob me of my Reſt. 


AIR IR XXII I. Niluam and Margaret. 


Bi 5 my Soul forſake thoſe Charms 
| M bib Time bas rooted 
: o ſee her in another's Arms ' 
T bat Fate is duo ſevere! , 1 wc 


I 


AIR 


15 fa 2 75 . 
Gen Syren I will | 2 
c Frey No more ber Chains. Un . * 
1 Vor ſue to be undone., 
And a roving 1 will £6, will go, 2 
Aud a roving 1 will go. / 
$ 1 3. 
To Afar Climes ru fly, 

| And never more returns 
> 1 Her Charms Dl] now defy, 
: ky) Since vainly thus burn. 

And à roving I will go, will go, will go, 

Aud a roving I will go. 


Lacy. I find I muſt nyo upon him no farther, it 
may be dangerous, 


AIR XXV. Geminiani's 8 


bee, 
228 — — — — 


Joy ſball baniſh ev'ry Pai 
» Since the Maid is kind as fair; 
True and conſtam as the Dove, 


That moyrns the Abſence of her Love. 


Mr. Edgar, pray don't be ſo uncaſy; I confeſs I have 
impos'd upon you; but you will excuſe it when you 
know all: We Women do take ſuch Pleaſure in the 
little Anxzietics we give you Men, that I cou'd not avoid 
it; buy what I have . what I will do to ſerve 
Liz 1 cheek hers e e this kind De 
8 orgive ceit, 
A oy N L. 


Si ince / 


= Lucy. But it is ill yrifling with a ſincere Lover. 
| — Have you te kit n6w-to theer Mrs. Clara 
| in her Chamber this Evening at Seven? a. $4 
* Edg. I wou'd meet her, tho' ten thouſand Dangers 
bar my way. Ad 6 I, de ee 
Lucy. But ſuppoſe you ſhon'd find' a Parſon chere? 
ag. 1 ſhou'd 160K qt him a8 hy better Genius. 
Lich. Do you. think Mr. Apody will come too? 
A Vou wrong me to doubt it. 
Lucy. You'll be welcome, I' believe: As yet I can 
ive you only Hopes; but by the Time propos d my 
lot may be ripe, in all probability. 
= Eag. Pray Heaven. it may ſucceed, 


AY uren de TOS 22 a A | 

AIR XXVH, . With cuneful Pipe, Ge. 
en Wins = a4 6% mn *. Wem gn 
O yentle Love, aliſi thy S. * © 


2 To gain this wiſht-for Prize; 
rant me the Balm 10 heal the Pain 
— n. Created by her Eyes. 445 | « 
. fighing urepß 
Deprivd e Sleep, — 
| A1 fink with 2 oppreft. © K 
TY Love reflore, \ 
f 5 Ne 1'ask no more, 
 *Twill give me Joy, 
. | M Cares deſſiroy, 
4 Twill give me Foy and Neſt. 


Luc. But Gentlemen, tho' I am in very great Haſte | 
to be gbne, yer can't part with you till I know how 
rhis happy Change has been wrought in Mr. Moody's 


come Friends. * OB 29 . 
© Mood. While I am writing three Lines td the 
wrong'd Fre, Edgar ſhall inform you all. 
© Lucy. You mult be very ſpeedy, for my old 1 

6 K. 


Temper; and by what lucky Accident you are be- 
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dz. In che nett Room is Pen, Ink; and Paper. 
1 eee OO 1555 
.c:o{aty, Do | your Lier, I ow you 
r very tiekliſn Buſineſi haye l um 
dertaken here. Well, they may talk of State Matters, 
but if there is not more Art in maneging of ſuch an 
Affair as 1 bave taken in Hand, V11 bo contented to 
die a Maid, and that's a Puniſhment in this World and 
the next. r 
eng en 


* 


23 197 * 


- 
* - 


Rai Ted nl III IIK 1A 
AIR XXVII. We've cheated the Parſon. 
e ace een & 
The State of old Virgin is ſurely bard, 
From all their ſoft Wiſhes to be debarr'd: 
To figh and whine, © 
To long and pine, 
Sad Fate of a Maid — may it ne er be mine. 
The greateſt Diſtreſs that baus Maids befell, 
[s that of the Curſe to lead Apes in Hel 
Woeful Caſe, *:. 5 0 
Hard'Diſtraze ! „Mr 
'Tis worſe than a Stateſman when out of Place. ¶ Exit. 


#1. Emer Dalton, Clara, and Flora. 


Dal. I will not have you thus eternally in the Pouts: 
Do you reflect upon the Duty you owe a Father? up- 
on the many Obligations you have to me? Have 
you conſiderd enough the Crime of a repeated Diſobe- 
dience? Do but this, and your Whimperings and Paſ- 


1 ſions, and Fiddle-Faddles will diſappear. Beſides, 1 


C 3 ex- 


The Ty nn Opeba, 


TY Hour thoſe worthy Gentlemen I have 

made Choice of for your Husbands. 
Clar. I cou'd wiſh, Sir, to know the Gentlemen, 

before an Affair of e ene 


re Lon Look ye, look ye, IU bave none of 
Perhaps, fince you are ready for 2 rt 
have em of my providing. 


ill 


1112 
; 
++ Adi! G7 


A I R XXVIII. In the Fields i in Froſt wi Snow, 


| When our Daug * Hushands want, 
| We muſt. — em nearly. + * 
 Yhew their Hearts will ſwell and pant, | 


, 


Mat and Morning early. -: 
* Sighing leren, | 
6 | biin \ * | N { 


g there, 
Here a Sigh, there a Whiney 
Every where 4 — 
0 — Plague it is in Life, 
"Till a Dau cla, made a 2 
3 Warn *+ x 
Do you ſee, theſe Hutbands that 1 have provided for 
you are reſponſible Men, Men of Subſtance, Capaci- 
ty, Judgment, Probity, Candorz Men that —! 
are Men — In ſhort, they are Men to my Mind, and 
they ſhall be ſo to yours, 
Fl If they ſhoũ'd not like our Perſons, you wou'd 
not inſiſt —— 


Dal. Once more, I command. u to have done with 
yo it 55 and your Perhaps, F1 here none of em. 
Enter Lucy. 1. ves — e 
nes Lord bleſs me! OD wth © ot £0 
Dal. What now? nan 


5 | Lacy. Jam fri hred'out of my Senſes. I% 
Dal. What a Devil's the Matter with the Weak? ? 
79. 


Lucy. Vonder has been Give me a little time to 


recoyer my Breath Yonder has been a barbarous 


Murder done. 
Dal. Where? when? by whom? 


a Duel. 

Dal. And both dead, ha? Wy 

Lacy. No, neither of 'em dead, but mortally woun- 
ded to be ſure. | | | a 

Dal. Both? 

Laty. Yes, both. 

Dal. I'm glad on't. 

Clar. O my Heart! 

Fle. Unhappy Flora / 

Lucy. They happened to meet; Mr. Moody no 
ſooner ſaw the other, but out he draws his Sword, 


had done the other's Buſineſs. 
Dal. What's become of em? 
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Lucy. Mr. Edgar and Mr. Moody have been fighting 


and at it they went, like two — two — two Cocks 
in a Sawpit; but before any body cou'd interpoſe, each 


Lucy. They're in Cuſtody, and Surgeons ſent for, 


but tis fear'd, to little purpoſe, 
Car. O Miſery — this is the curſt Jealouſy of 
Mar. 


AIR XXIX. Fond Echo. 


O Jealouſy! Bane to our Foy, 

Thou Thern in the Roſe-blooming Grove, 
Ny doft thou our Pleaſure . 
dad wound the fair Features of Love? 

O Cupid, in Sorrow appear, 

And mourn the ſad Fate of a Maid, 

With Hymen drop in a ſalt Tear 

Falſe Honour my Love has betray'd. 

| [Exit with Flors. 


Dal. This was a fortunate Accident. 
* 4 Lucy. 


* 


| | COOLERS TP, DT SDL 
% n be e, 
Tuscy. Ay, beyond Expectation for your Purpoſe. 
Dal. But the Shock has ſo fluſter'd the Girls they'll 
not be able to receive theſe Viſitors with any-decency; 
what ſhall we do? © 7 | 
Lucy. I'll tell you — did not you promiſe me five 
Pieces more? | . | ag | 
Dal. I wou'd not have thee ſo mercenary. 
| Lucy. I ſhou'd be glad you were not ſo covetous. 
Dal. When the Affair is brought to bear: In the 
mean time — there, there's a Guinea in Part: now what 
ſay ſt thou? | | ft Ou WH 
Lucy. Why I ſay — a Guinea is too little in Con- 
ſcience— Gold is ſuch a vaſt help to Invention 
but — I was thinking — now ſuppoſe I follow em, 
nnd perſuade em this Duel was an Invention of my 
own, that you thinking em dead, might give your 
ſelf no trouble in guarding againſt em — I know 
they'll never conſent ro marry the Men you propoſe, 
. unleſs thus betray'd into the Marriage. | 
Dal. AF how * as how ? | 264 424.8: 2 2. 
Lucy. l' make my Miſtreſſes believe that they are 
but lightly woknded, and will viſit em in the Eve- 
os in the dark, for fear of you It muſt be ſup- 
po ed; —— You ſhall ſend Clozpole and Prim in their 
Places, who ſhall carry Father Tatier Crape the Curate 
with 'em, to tack em together. 22 
Dal. One of my Footmen ſhall go find him our 
and bring him. Mean while, prepare the Girls, as I 
will the Lovers. If we ſucceed not, we are but where 
we were: | | e. 


9 N o 
7 . 
* ' * » 4 
— 2 


Fn — * . — 
. — 4E 2 0 
e y-t rs - a.” 
7 5 | 4 . 
_ * R , 4 9 þ - 8 * 


4 


Ay 
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'$CENE vll. Clars's Apartmient. 
E Clar nas Flora. 


Cu. Into what a World of Misfortunes does this 
falſe and inconſiſtent Notion of Honour plunge Men? 
Flo. If they wou'd reflect on the Conſequence. Bur 
why, why are we perplexing our ſelves, with the 
Event, before we know the Cauſe? Perhaps one of 
'em has been to blame, and Honour was really con- 
cern'd in the Affair. 


Clar. Alas, be how v it will, my Hear will never be 
at Peace. | 


AIR XXX. Thy. yain Purſuit, fond Youth, Ce. 


No Comfort er will Clara know, . 
"Till Death ſhall cloſe theſe weeping Eyes: 
There's nothing left worth Thought below 
My Life aud Soul all bleeding lies. 
Fly hence, begone all-Thoughts of Jay, 
Nor can ev'n Fate my Woes deſtroy. 


Ho. My wretched State is never to be reliev'd. Ho- 


nour ſhou'd guard the Paſſage to my _ but Love 
is ſtill che ſtronger. 


AIR XXXI. Buſh of Boon as ' 


In vain to guard my Breaſt I try, 
The Tyrant Love ſubdues mes 

And when I would the Charmer * 5 
His winged Shaft purſues me 
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by My bleeding Heart muſt ever mourn ; 
The cruel Swain diſdains me; 
Lot be ever pays with Scorn, 
Aud thinks not Fx: it pains me. f Weeps. 


I I can have no Remedy but Death: If Moody is no 
more, I'll wander 0 'er the Would. till I am loſt for 
ever. 


A I'R XXXII. Since Celia's my Foe. 


om Love is w Fae, 32 © —_ V 2 
e To the Eroves will go, iter Por ie 
ber ever, fs Li tail cos 
Ay c164” 7 "Ill feb out my Woe. 1 
2 Zach Bird on he Tree TE AD 
005.5 HIT... 
95 8 8 And Sorrow ſhall. borrow, die. | "$5 
We 52 By looking on me. ben malt 
. The Hill and the Dale x: 
" 45 +. 1, Shall eccho myWail, . - 
LIST And never, no never © ue 
ball Lover prevail. 
Sine the Falſe one is gone,, | 
1 ſigh all alone, _ eb 
it pining, declining,”  _ 
Til Death ends my Moan. _... | 


SS Sz 


Enter Lucy. 
Lucy. What, _— Complaining! Come, dry up 


your Tears. 


AIR XXX111. Sauney was tall, 


Sorrow kills your blooming Charms. 
Fill your Eyes with ev'ry Grace | 
Mirth and Joy are Lovers Arms, 


The proved Dart's a Jmiling Face. _ 


Cupid 
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-* Cupid yet bas Jeys in florey, 
Faitbful Love will meet Reward : 
» Dry thoſe Eyes, arid weep no res 
Since Love and Hymen are your Guard. 


Clar. What doſt thou mean Þ 

Lucy. 1'll tell you. I got from my old Maſter as ſoon 
as ever I'cou'd,. ro undeceive you — but ro doit ina 
'Word; your Lovers are both ſafe and well: they have 
no Wounds but what Love has made, and you can 
cure, It vas neceſſary I ſhou'd amuſe your Father 
with the Story, in order to carry on a Defign we have 
upon him, and I cou'd not do it without making you 
Parties. | ä 

Clar. Thou art an unaccountable Girl. 
Lu. But wholly devoted to your Service. ' Your 
Lover, and yours too Madam, will be here in the 
Evening Pad what wou'd you ſay, if your Father 
mou'd fend for the very Parſon to marry you to em? 
This Letter is from Moody, and will, I doubt nor, ſa- 
tisſy you in other Particulars that won't be diſagrecable. 
Flo. You have rais'd us from Death, to live again. 

Lucy. Nay, you are not to diſcover your Knowlege 
of the Matter; if you do, our Plot's ſpoil'd; and I 
wou'd not have it ſo for my own fake: I have more 
Dependance upon it than you may imagine, I have a 
Golden Mine to ſpring in it. 


AIR XXXIV, Peggy I muſt love thee. 


Some Mortals ſing in Bacchus' Strain, 
Of Love the wanton Laſſts,. 
But Plutus only gives me Pain, 
His Heat their Fire ſurpaſſes. 
To him my Hopes d, Wiſhes bend, 
To him my Heart ſurrenders ; 
Poſſeft of bim, you gain a Friend, 
And want no more Defenders. 


= „Lo v x Uf Optra. 
Flo. Dear Girl, n all T wiſht — 
| how came the:bleſt Event? 
. 9 A | 


Y 


Enter Daten, Prim, nale and Wels J 


Dal. Come . beie are my Davghion, and 
you wy my Conſen t ane the beſt you 
* of Jem. * | " VF 7 

Lacy. Which won't be a great deal, Lhcligre,. 0 

Dal. Does the Plot take-with 'cm? ([ 

Lucy. Beyond your Wiſhes — they ſnapt — he 
Bait as a Pike wou'd at a Gudgeon, and made no more 
Bones ont. 

Prim. Thou art a - lovely Creature 3 "thy 
.Comlineſs doth move the Spirit, which is the inward 
Light, towards thee: Nor is the outward Man un- 

mov'd, but yerneth, and doth pant, as it were, to 
embrace thee, that of twain'we may become one F lefh 


—faſt bound, ent win d to cher, locked in F 
which i is called Wedlock, hum! | 


. Wen aid! to I 


Vi © % wv 


'O 


A L R XXXV. Quaker Wedding 


Thins. 2 that gentle Dove, 8 
Humb, on à Friend, look kind, ab, tc: 
Who in purefs Love, 
Humb / is to her inclin'd ah! © 
Wou'd ſhe bid the Quaker take ber, 
5 Mate for Life to make ber, 
8 | Like Turtle true,, 0 
He'd bill and ove =o, mm 
G. als your vpright Dale, . 


ho] * 2 %" * 
1 8 : . 23 4 = 0 7 


Var. Dat is ver vel, prette Mrs. Lucy. 
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Lucy. Gad, you en fen rel 


She fays ſhe likes you. 
Prim. Doth ſhe ſay: fog2 © 
Lucy. She does, bur Mum! 
Prim. Yea, Mum. 
Lucy. Only take care of Hommitg and Hawing too 


en bat s the N way to kill your Hopes. 
AIR XXXVI. Lord, what $ come to by Mother. 


- 4 a 


W ben you launch out in Courting, 
And would with Females be ſporting, 
With Hums and Hams, and diſtorting, 
Yow'll never ſail to the Port. © 
But if a Woman's, Heart you'd win, 
With Life and Spirit move, 
*Tis that way you pleaſe m . 
Your Canting will teize em; 
This, this is the way to Love. 


Var. You ſpeaka de trute, pret Metrefs Lucy: Mon- 


ſieur hum, ha! you know noting, morbleu, noting 
at all Letta me come. 


AIR XXXVII. Ye Beaux of Pleafure. 


I'm of de Nation 

Do teach de Faſhion, 
Vid Application, q 
De Song and Dance. 

Hure dat will move jou, 

Beſide me love you, 

And 10 improve you, 

Me come from France. 


Lucy. Clara likes no body but you. 
Clos. 


Dove, Opera, + 
ln. Poot'. Infgnificans,,Wretches!. do you ima- 
gine you ſhall ſucceed before a Man {dis vr 
and of mice e what wou d 
you have me ſay to her 112 1 

Dal. Courage! Cour 

Clot. Madam, I have 
ſeveral Years, and have ebay 
Conde, in Dy greateſt N 


A IR XXXVILIL As Tiplin Jabs, Tug 


of you aus fie 
"My Men'and me, 
. ard with Sword and Gur, 
Wait up the Street, WE 
* Our. Foes e, 
You'd Swear we ne er wou'd rw. 
— 2 n jyonder Field 
2 I nad em yield, 
And tremble at my Ire. 
I have you think, 
124 ſcorn to wink, | 
When ter my Soldiers fire. 


AIR XXXIX. Hark, hark, the 
Cock Crows. 


j 


Captain of * Militia 
IJ Courage and 


a ders! 


Flo. * Such wretched poor Elves, 
Fuſt fit for your Selves, 
Among your own Tribe ſhou'd be canting. 
| 0 No Female befide 
q | Wou'd to thes be a Bride, 
| . Doe“ People for Nations wers wanting. 


* 1 L 


L F * k " . * 
l 1 0 

4 800 . 
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. n Af. - , , f 

delle Clar 
98 » 
\ 


[I never wo#u'd maryy, | 
Ie m be chifter'd a Nun fir. 
Nor you, Mr. Valour, | 

£ Shall cer be my Faylor : 


Both: 25 vhe end of the JWarld we wou'd run firſt. [Exe. 


Dal. Obſtinate"Baggages!-—now they expect to 
meet their young Coxcombs, ha. 

Lucy. They do Mr. Prim, what ſhe juſt now 

ſaid, was only the want of Reſolution —— ſhe did 
not care to declare her Mind in public —— but l 
have oſten heard her ſay privately, ſhe lik'd no Peo- 
ple in the World ſo well as 9uakerr —— you may 
make her one, 

Prim. Verily I do conceive thou uttereſt the Word 
of Truth. For as I did reſt my Head upon my Bolſter, 
in the — = in the Darkneſs of the Night, the 
Light ſaid unto me — Aminidab ariſe, go thou to 
the Damſel whom thou loveſt, and ſhe will turn 
unto thee z; and thou ſhalt pur unto her the Truth, 
and her Heart ſhall be towards thee; and the Friends 
ſhall rejoice therefore. | 

40 Captain, has not my Maſter told you the Se- 
cret? | 

Clot. No. 

Lucy. Go to him, he knows her very Heart — 
ſhe loves you to Diſtraction. | 

Clot. Ay! | 

Dal. Hark ye, Lucy. "Y 

Lucy. You ſhall take Mr. Prin, and the Captain, 
into the Parlor, and prepare 'em for the. Parſon, he's 
waiting for that 'purpoſe alread When I have 
ſent Parole about his Buſineſs, I' to the Ladies, and 
prepare them, and give you Notice when all's ready. 


Dal. 
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Dal. I underſtand you Hark ye —_— 
1 wou d beg three Words wich 148 in rivat 
SAN OA” 4% 

2 Mr. Parole, you TE the _ — is 
determined to prefer. thoſe two before you —— bur I 
know the Lady likes you à great deal better 
than the Captain, and if you approve of it, I wou'd 

ut you in a way to. Circumvent him, and carry the 

Lag yourſelf. | 

5 Vid all mine Heart, me ſal be ver glad. 

5 Ua. Do you go before, I'll follow you 8 
ately; it will not be proper for us to be ſeen toge- 
tber. [ Ex. Var.] In my Coolciance there's no Merit 
in ſucceeding in my Deſign upon ſuch Coxcombs as 
theſe —— but now I think on't, the wiſeſt Man 
turm Fool when he commences Loyer. 1 dry hho 
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05 . Fes blind Love 1915 to moe 
che Heart of a poor fighing Ber 
' The Wretch muſt 22 g 


e Exciſe we. 
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| 
With Reaſon and Senſe, N . 
'Tis Treaſon bis Wits to recover. 
If you feel the Dart. 
Fixt within your Heart, . 
$ Struggling will prove vain, Sir; 
= © Submiſſion is all you have to pleaſe,  _ 
| "Tis Love alone can give you Eaſe, . I 
= Striving belps the fond Di eaſe, bed 204 Y. - 
And gives you 2 Pain, Sir. 
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Clar. This Maid of ours is an Excellent Wench at 
Invention. But haw ſhe'll bring herſclf off at laſt, 1 
am at a loſs to know. 

Flo, Her Management has hitherto been ſo good, 
that I am in no great Pain about it. 


She has indeed ſery'd us — wb our H the Goc 
I ſhall never forget the ye un 
quence to herſelf be what it 


Flo. I cou'd wiſh tho? our Lovers word appear 3 
tis now the Hour appointed. 
. I don't doubt in the leaſt, their being Pun- 
a 
Flo. Here they are. 


Emer Edgar and Moody. 


Myed. My Flora ! 
Ed. is My 1 Clara ! 
an you forgive the Wrong le; haye done to 

12 and you, and take me to your 

Flo. Your Penitence will demand For 3 

Clar. But as a Proof of it, and to 5 ou both to 
the Teſt, let me tell you, there Waits a erſog hard 
by, who is the propereſt Man in the World to rake 
four Confeffion; atid who cal 6 can give you Abſy- 


YEN. 
Eg. a He ready to attend my Love, 


0 D Flo. 


l 3 x wag. 1 
. Now indeed 
Sincericy> ms 1 


Mood Thar 


Ft 'F 7 6 98 1 
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baute kiel 


of ; 14 53 4 F It 14 * 
Car. ; veg: et N 
Flr. j we n engl, || 
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; | | Ao * erff9 [is 

= Mom) * yo 2034 1 0 S ino WW \ 

= . s EME IX. A Hal. 

ö | Narr 10 WOW UL OL 3 e 

of oh dee 8 1 
- a I 
ve. A ugh is "he if. 
— Da Ms ating, Right, THT g. thier 
poſes to ſpoll the finiſhing Part MAY | 
this Day, 1 fear, will — me beng my ſel 12 5 CIS 


all the Parties are together; now's the | „ and 
no leſe chan 4900 bien Reward « of my Labour. 


AIR XLI: Abbot of Caterham. 
12300! yng u [£24425 8 
Ne = 7 0 
It brings us Content, and diſpells all aur ae 
1t 38 you a Friend, if a Friend you 7 
* Fo 4 Herr 4 Thief from the 2 Il be 
" $15.380 WW > Ng, ey. wy eee I. doom. | 
| a . 10 1907000 61x 
4 wes. a 5 Euer & Prins, with Lacy Aab d. bn i You b 


HY this is now my Help-mare 3 the] icht 
hath ag the needeth net be/aſbam' offer 


$ Blues. 2 
+ Bit. Nor of her Husband Come — 


e let me ſalute 8 and give thee Joy. 
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De Loy G. 33 
Ten thouſand Thanks to 1 Sir.  [Unmacks/ 
- What the Devil do I fee 


0 Pram . 15 If Blind; I am-berrothed 


e 

Lacy. — * BL beſt; I' promi ax po for my fu- 

. eee N 
the pa 


orc "bn Mr — | 
BOP de yam Baggage, what's «the Mating of 
is 


8 Sir, that's all. 
+ Dal. I l be the Deach of thee. 
Prim. I do hope thou wilt. 
Lucy. Look you, Sir, I am none of your Servant 


now. 
Thou Nn the Devil's Servant. | 
©y:' If you cull Namts, myHusband ſhall demand 


"BY 1 demand nothing grep it N 
wu, he may Thale thee. þ us 


Eau Clotpole, with wk in — — 


Cu. Since my little Dear has giv'n me this Proof 
of her Love, it will be Folly to conceal it any longer. 
* now, Father-in-Law, ſow may. wiſh me Joy. 

Par. Ou ſutis doubt. 
Cut. HW 4 ' 


Def Todd ode Trek! 4 
Clot. Who a Plague have I marry'd 55 * great 


Grandmother of the Witch of Ender ———W hat are 
ou ? [mae and how the Devil came 1 


ou? 
by 5, Theſe Queſtions will ſoon anſwer: themſelyes 
— here are the Parties who ſhall clear up all. 24 
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Lich y rea ir, it ſo -have 

#6 Wound but wha Love on cure. 2 
* oF 5 T ſhall run mad Oons, . 5 ſet 
68 2 Houſe, ene wy Dodrs.aod burn — all 


3 5 1 5, e 
_ 5 Was ever Man lo cheated? 
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My only Comfort 
is; y T capes dere prortz o Wie. MonſicurHarateyahe 
_ thing We can do, is to move off for fear: we 
ou'd = ' burnt, « the 61d Getitlanmarchreatens.. 
Vid all mine tacutt . Begariiic be ſhrated ; me 


i the Cxptain to prevent him mar m 
1 222 and Madam have my wdbdet Nd 


Mletreſs Lucy, begar you deu une Jilt. 
Luc. book yr; was in the Secret of 
. — * Ladies at 


"Yu ms 


*. e thobfand Pounds 
'and' thought. I cou'd not 88 expoſe you 
for it I had n i his © bur 9 


* 
make you Witneſſe ey e 
tleman; rr e mo aden, Ly gh 


I cou'd, and ſor fear you might have-interpos'd 
mean while, to prevent theſe more proper 1 
taki — * of thei 1 G. 


Gut. Arg = nella Rev ere 15 . 8 Fae 


Far. Begar, go me too. 2B | 
Mond. det thou haſt done for us; deſerves much 
more than Thanks f Mr. Edgar r and in 

order to make Mr. Prim caſy, and ſatisfy'd with his 


Wife, we'll each advance Mrs. Lacy Five hundred 
Eag. 


Pounds as a Fortune. 
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e Do OD 75 
Edg. She deſerves a better Preſent z but that ſhe 
ſhall barge, ee ee 

Chr. We tre her Debtors too. 

Flo. And for ber Character, we'll N wer, if Wi 

Good - nature and Virtue have any- Mercy the 2 
u worth bis Le Cen 

Lacy: Lada Gentlemen, I ebe oblig'd 

* I know no other Remedy, on Condition ſhe 
will turn unto the Light for ſhe is not ancomely 
—— ſhe hath Temprations—— Wil thou 2 
the —2 of E 1c 

wi truly. | 

Prim: Then .truly I will rake the rica po 
and thee. 

jm eV T bak thee lovingly. 

AIR XL. Among the Pure ones bak 
0 e Seth we fee 

Tube Women inſpir'd will preach, 
And therefore I will a agree, 
* | Becauſe, in my Turn PI Teach, 


That me, Nied wer he fill. 
2 All we have nom do, is to appeaſe my 
at la 

Ede. Time, our Submiſſion, I ho will do it. 
12. ie ny pe 


vided a Dance to entertain you. 
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«tt R A. Sbepbe, when thou ket me fly. 

15 omy N des are-now no mere, pt 5 

WE: 1. Or aten Berk bat reach'd the ü. 
3 Gar. Nur from Tempeſt, fras from 9 * 

EY © Gentle Love our Joy prepares. 1 

«Flor. Hymen with bis Nuptial Light © „⁴ 
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